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POEMS by CHRISTINA ASKOUNIS 


TO ELIZABETH ANNE, WHO TRIED HER WAY TO CHINA 
THROUGH THE GEORGIA EARTH 

My great-aunt Belle loved till she died 
a glider-pilot with wild dark eyes. 

(I saw a picture of him once; 

standing on our porch, 

grinning from beneath the aviator’s cap, 

his jacket flung over one arm 

and Aunt Belle fast on the other.) 

One April afternoon he flew over the farm 
and Ned, the oldest foxhound, 
caught his leg in the fence from fright 
and nearly tore it off. 

Belle’s father would not give her hand 

when the aviator came to ask; 

he said he did not think it wise 

for his only daughter (though she was quite brave 

and rode a maverick stallion that the boys couldn’t touch) 

to marry a man who flew around above the ground all day 

instead of tending it. 

Two weeks later he rammed his craft 

into a mountainside somewhere in north Georgia 

and fell to earth forever. 

Aunt Belle was sent abroad with Mrs. Chaney 
for a while, but then the terrified lady wrote 
that Belle took off one night from the hotel in Madrid, 
and left a note that said something about a matador 
and could they send her horse. 

Great-grandfather set all four boys after her, 
and they brought her back, broken and resigned 
to Thomasville, and she taught “The Prisoner of Chillon” 
to farm children at Brooks County School. 

Not much happened after that; 

Aunt Belle grew old and sometimes went to church, 
and helped the Red Cross make bandages 
for all the young war-doomed pilots. 

She got very ill one autumn 

with some feverish disease, 

and the doctor had to cut the aviator’s ring 

from her swollen, burning fingers. 

She lay a long time dreaming in the haunted winter light 
before they buried her in the Baptist ground. 


FIRST PRIZE - POETRY 
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“HE WHO WOULD WRITE HEROIC POEMS 


SHOULD MAKE HIS WHOLE LIFE A HEROIC POEM” 

Thomas Carlyle 


13% SAINT SOPHIA STREET 


Madam Esperada and the signmaker are lovers. 

In a room by the river over the bicycle shop 

they live on Spanish limes, fallen at the quarter moon, 

and lie abed all day. 

He is a retired trapeze artist, I believe, 
and she a countess from some ancient band; 

Castilian gypsies, the repairman says. 

Passing their door on return from market, 

I have seen the coat of arms 

and listened to the dark music of her pipe 

that fades and rises as 1 walk. 

But uninvited, who could dare to knock? 


SOLSTICE 


The streetlights come on at five o’clock now. 

Returning home, my boots are covered with wet leaves 

I put them at the door. 

My summer dresses are folded on the desk, 
the soft blurred mouths of faded flowers, 
speaking through the dusk, 
voices of hours washed in sunlight, 
days smoothed and folded, 
waiting to be put away. 

And still I sit and smoke, 
and leave the lamp untouched, 
and watch the cold, arranging shadows 
close the windows, shut the doors. 

Even the darkness is a task now, like any other. 
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SAYS ALICE: 


Alice was born a witch’s child 
With a whisper of midnight in her ears 
And now she is grown from sprite to girl 
The ring of her silence is all she hears. 

For Alice is twenty 
twenty-one 
twenty-two 

Twenty is a very long way from five. 


Wandering silent 

down along the beach I see her 
Barren eyes staring 

watching what is not in sight. 

Little ant 
tangled hair 
face half-shuttered 
mind in darkness 

Then as from the sun I see her 
she is low 
1 am high 

Alice, are you really living? 

Alice, will you ever die? 


Alice. 

Alice. 

In your silence 

do ever colors creep in among the gray 
blazing dry tinder into flame? 
Vegetable 
Vegetating 

No animal wild bright fierce 
unordered? 

Never? 


Oh, Alice . . . 

Oh, dear Alice . . . 

My eyes are aching with the sight of you. 

I am red and she is gray 

And her dying breath begins my day 

And I am gray and she is red 

And I would kill her but she is dead. 
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NATALIE WILSON 



EUSTACIA & WILDEVE 


(suggested by The Return of the Native by Thomas Hardy) 


But now you say Eustacia’s dead, 

And now you say she’s drowned. 

O Mother, she was bright and lithe, 

Dark hair upon her crown. 

But now you say Eustacia’s dead, 

And now you say she’s sinned. 

O Mother, I care naught for crime; 

No solace can you lend. 

But Clym, my son, she died with him, 
With Wildeve in her arms. 

She went to sea with him unwed; 

By Paris she was charmed. 

And Clym, my son, she loved you not; 
Shameful was her fame. 

The color of her hair was black, 

Her heart the very same. 

0 Mother, tears start down my cheeks; 

1 fear my heart shall fail. 

I loved, I love, and now I die 
Without that one so pale. 

LINDA POWERS 
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MARGARET ANN MASSMANN 
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A LIMITATION UPON POSSIBLE OASES 

FIRST PRIZE - SHORT STORY 


Distance defined. Distance long and pon- 
derous with unbroken black horizon line, 
endless attenuation, endless convergence of 
points. A line so seemingly straight running 
infinitely into itself by some misappropriated 
dictum of a circle. Distance fell upon the 
earth and found haven between sky and sand. 
There came from that into this a lone man, 
came as a mad sun rose straining with tortured 

screams of heat, much more noise than tem- 
perature, straining with magnificent effort, 
swelling and pervading all distance until merid- 
ian splendor provided but small space for 
parched sky, scorched sand, and lonely little 
man. Through some allowance or perhaps 
even demand, a lone man was squeezed in be- 
tween the contingent layers of intense blue 
and white. And like a defiant peasant who 
dares lift a proud face before his tyrant, he was 
forced to his knees, was pushed and mauled 
until his chest sank into the sand, until he could 
only drag himself between the almost animate 
pressures. But now mind comes to attention 
and hesitates although limbs never cease their 
crawl. Captious doubt, born not of sense 
examination or of civil reason but rather inborn 
of primitive compunctions, crept into the man’s 
stomach and made it hard with alert. Doubt 
born of something buried so deep that now he 
trembled to recognize it, hesitated to admit 
that what he suspected might be truth. It was 
of course a question of reality. But wait. Be 
calm; some surety, some guarantee will ap- 
pear. Only be calm and wait. A bird will fly, 
a night will pass, something will die. Don’t 
doubt that this is real. It must be real. For if 
it is false something other than sky and sand 
would be involved. Wait. There must not be 
doubt for panic might bring to mind some al- 
legory once long lost — — a mere set for a 
single performance by a single actor in a single 
act? For then when his eyes reflected glittering 
sand and his ears heard the howl of heat he 
might send his compliments to the director. 
But there was doubt? And the erring sun. Death 


may come in the next five minutes but the sup- 
posed tenants of death are familiar. And the 
sun? Nothing. For if it seemed too large, mem- 
ory might call forth a painting with a similiar 
sun of radiating curves pressing in, choking it 
as if their very origin was now odious to them in 
their freedom until it exploded pushing them 
out and out until in and out curves equated 
themselves in a constant equilibrium of forces. 
Nothing implied from human fear is allowed. 

Forces are nonexistent. Forces, no forces 

none without apparent movement, without a 
cause, an understandable effect, none that 
emanated from heat through the seared weight- 
ed sand, and about him causing him to crawl 
on in odd harmony of grit crunching between 
teeth and purple tongue, of force and matter. 
None. For then there could be something 
more, at least possibly more, transient than 
sky and sand and hot sun. Something. Noth- 
ing. Something, Nothing, Something, Noth- 
ing. Be calm. Doubt persisted; it seemed he 
was borne away. Strange- - without rush of 
air or step, but rather a passing of seconds 
bearing him along. But where were falling 
moons and suns, days and nights? There was 
only the fleeting muse - - will these raw red 
blisters heal without scars? Can cells ever 
come and repair them? It was not vanity. 
Just a nagging of intellect, can anything else 
really matter more than the healing of sores 9 
or perhaps is healing the most important, the 
most significant of all? But he was borne and 
he arrived here or rather he discovered himself 
there and said aloud - - I am come from there 
to here and I am now here. There had been no 
speck growing with approach, no speculation 
about mirages. He was here prone before a hard 
flickering pool of water. But water? Rather 
some total gathering of depth ever bottomless. 
And round- -and queer without bank or sedge. 
The man suspected without surprise at his 
own suspicion that if he thrust his arm into 
the pool the surface would shatter and he 
would be engulfed by one cold dry wind 
sprung from a subterranean shaft of ice and 
blue. Gazed until a white took his eyes to 
meet those of a skull on the opposite. It 
seemed to have arisen from the sand, some an- 
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A LIMITATION UPON POSSIBLE OASES 


imal long dead and decayed, arisen to stare at 
guilt, to be final witness, to sagaciously curl 
back ossified mandibles into a wry almost 
droll grimace. But ridiculous. Sun dazed eyes, 
rub them, look again. Sockets rimmed the sun 
within bleached prison of bone and faced the 
man in a fiery confrontation. Funneling and 
filtering all the light of the sun seemed to burst 
out in two agonizing rays beaming across the 
pool, a blazing rage across space, rushing rush- 
ing rushing meeting and merging with the mes- 
merized eyes of the lone man until one, direc- 
tionless, complete intercourse of back and 
forth, of awarenesses - - of mind encompassing 
rage, rage encompassing mind, eternal elec- 
trons of required retribution flung across, ac- 
cepted, returned, accepted once more and re- 
turned, a totality of rage and outrage, of com- 
prehended intolerable injustice, of remember- 
ed duty, duty remembered ill-defined, duty 
forgotten by whom or what whose job it was 
to define duty. And now direct reminiscent 
confrontations, direct madnesses that become 
man, results of not shoulds but musts, the 
predestined crimes, fated by the fact of man 
and hissed through barred teeth by hot desert 

wind you can not, will not. And man 

heard his heart whisper I must. 

II 

But there was to be more than a witnessing. 
Something called for— nothing to do with sus- 
pect justice or divinity or even history— just an 
end, a finality. It might depend on him. It 
might not. But there would be an end. The 
water, abysmal and fathomable as a cylinder 
circumscribed in space? Of course. It could 
not possibly be but otherwise. A choice. Was 


it poisoned? There was the skull, a testament 
of life negation. But what of the other bones? 

Perhaps the skull had been put there. But 
that was of no matter. In drinking there 
might be salvation or death. If he did not, on- 
ly death upon the desert. Ah, Reason! Hurrah 
paramount logic! He lowered his lips. No. He 
drew back. No. In drinking there was no man- 
hood; life became an offal handed over to 
whatever alien thing would take it. Worthless, 
subject only to chemical whim and not to 
human will. Lonely little man had not the 
chance to decide to live, only to die. He turn- 
ed and softly, langorously crept away. And 
now pale tones shone with the fast falling of 
the sun. Blues and tangerines melting, warm- 
ing and cooling, now a soothing tiredness, a 
relief that comes with resolution, with final 
sentence, the easing of uncertainty. Limbs re- 
laxed and eyes closed, relieving sky and earth 
of light and heat. The lone man sank with the 
sun into the soft still sands, so still that infi- 
nities of whispering dust desert tones passed 
before they had sheathed him with their shim- 
mering orange jewel-grains. 

Ill 

Horizon black expanded and cooled the air 
to chill. A donkey, by some determinance (of 
time and chance, of man’s sense of irony, of 
mere thirst?), walked with mournful head low- 
ered from out of the dead sun to the water; 
the interminable distance from dying light to 
dark somehow traversed. Muzzle gently drop- 
ped moved and cool liquid drunk. The animal 
turned back to its source and without sound it 
sank to its forelegs. Time passed in this bal- 
ance until the animal relented and quietly 
gave itself to the sands. 


LINDA POWERS 


“THERE IS NO PEACE TO BE TAKEN 
WITH POETS WHO ARE YOUNG, 
FOR THEY WORRY ABOUT THE 
WARS TO BE FOUGHT 
AND THE SONGS TO BE SUNG - - 


JOYCE KILMER 
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THE SCARS OF HELL 
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First Prize — Photography 

ELIZABETH GOLLADAY 
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HOW DEATH TRIED 


AND FAILED SOMEWHERE 

IN MASSACHUSETTS 

An after-image of passion threw itself across the wall, 

A flagrant laughter beating through the grate. 

Rebounding down the hall. We 
Heard, stomping our boots and suggesting hot chocolate 

and coffee. 

Small sounds in audible whisper tickled the plaster. 

Exploring the nooks, and new webs built over 
On former disaster. They 

Riffled our hair and we smiled, with our hearts wrapped 

around our cups. 

A crack-voiced ancient breeze played at braille on the table, 

Finding some hidden meaning in the ancient nubs of grease, 

It’s fingering feeble. We, 

Too, felt a tactile fascination in old spills, and our hands 

wandered over the surface: 

As they always had. 

Never prying. 

Dawn through the kitchen window was yet too weak to enter. 

Pressing against the dusty glow of bulbs against the night. 

Still fainter, yet stronger, with 
Precocious cool-limbed languor the day mocked our 

separate pillars of steam. 

The house subsided. Whispers, no longer heard, withdrew, 

Silenced into the woodwork. Our comforts grew cold, and 

1 washed them. The testing was through. “He’s 
Surely with the Lord.” 1 nodded, intact. Relieved, we went 

our own ways as before: 

Matching a real independence. 
Uncompromised by grief. 
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MELINDA WILSON 


virtuous banana 

FIRST PRIZE - ESSAY 


dedicated to all tuna fish 

Most people open with a few sexy or gross 
words, and even better a nasty cover, I hope 
you noticed the nude man on my cover - 
Don’t be alarmed, it is just to attract your 
attention. Now to get to the point: what you 
arc reading the first page for. What is virtuous 
banana? virtuous banana is a supernatural, 
intricate, weird, marvelous combination? of 
what? It is a lost duck named Bambi, his 
girlfriend duck, Bambina, the god polevaulter 
Jose Joe (usu. referred to as Joe), a schiz- 

ophrenic named Alpine, two motorcycles, one 
MGA, Special people, and lots of love. It is 
now imperative that society does not enter 
into this. Why? Society is a farce, but more 
important Food will win the War. At times 
tippecanoe and tyler too enter into the bana- 
na stage, but at other times a VW seems to 
block them tight out of the picture. What 
picture? I cannot draw, therefore you will 
have to go to the NE section of your town, 
and find the corner of 1 2th and 35th St. I 
suggest that you ask a healthy cab driver to 
help you out. He must be healthy. After all 
what good is an unhealthy athletic pole- 
vaulter? Surely I don’t have to answer that 
for you. Any duck knows. Easter Monday is 
a nice day. I don’t like to get personal but if 
you have the clap please do not read any fur- 
ther, I cannot be responsible for the condition 
of the pink Studebaker. People need people, 
so refrain from being overindependent. This 
is the cardinal rule of black-bellied dew lovers. 
Otherwise they would have more instances of 
curly wings, (white mice are nice). Cock- 
roaches are the state animal of old yorktown; 
the people brought it on themselves: a banana 
a day keeps the scurvy away. They don 4 t eat 
bananas. It is not their state fruit. Orestes 
was a fruit, thus he was always followed by, 
and tormented by flies. He loved his mother. 
A mother is a mother is a mother is a mother. 
Women serve no purpose other than reproduc- 
ing. If you are on the verge of being a woman, 
do what all the intelligent females are doing: 
dress like a man, act like one, convince your- 
self that you are one. It is the only way out. 
If you already are a woman deny it. Above 
all be not a woman. 

Women find it necessary to depend upon 


man. Men feel this dependence is stunting the 
full development of the woman. This is of 
course wrong. Men strive to be over-indepen- 
dent, which leads to their downfall. Behind 
every successful man there is a pestering wo- 
man, whom he can’t ditch. This is a part of 
life, and since we all must live, we must face 
this. Man is the ruler, woman subordinate. We 
are usu. either man or woman, so we must 
realize our position and fulfill it. If you are 
neither man or woman, or both you are fortu- 
nate, for you have the choice of which part 
you will play. But all play and no work makes 
Jack an unsuspecting father. This will in most 
instances bring about the birth of a child, which 
again is usu. male or female. So again begins the 
continuous circle. Circles are round. If you 
drive around a circle long enough, you will run 
out of gas. This is unfortunate. To avoid this 
unfortunate misfortune, don’t run out of gas. 
When gas is burned it lets off a smoke; when a 
cigar is burned it lets off a smoke; when a cig- 
arette is burned it lets off a smoke; when a 
pipe is burned it lets off a smoke. Thus it has 
been fully proved that smoking will give you 
gas pains, which may be distressing. 

Now you foolishly ask: What has distressing 
got to do with bananas? When bananas are 
peeled this commonly called known as dis- 
dressing. I do not advocate disdressing for 
each of you; one out of every group is usually 
sufficient. Do not, of course, do this in every 
group. If you happen to be in a group of 
snowflakes you will probably learn to your 
dismay that the others in the group will give 
you an uneasy feeling, one might even say 
that you were frigid, which is of course a SIN. 
SIN is the society including niceties. If you 
would resent being called a Patty-Party-goer 
do not engage in SIN. The worst thing about 
being a Patty-Party-goer is that after a few too 
many parties you may be a scortum, which 
society frowns on, not that society matters to 
a scortum, anyway. Any way is no way to do 
anything. Everything must have a best way of 
being done. Nothing should be done any old 
way or even any new way for that matter. 
However, everyone must do everything his 
own way. This is another reason society can 
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virtuous banana 


not interfere here. Society tries to set norms 
which all must follow. Do not follow them, 
unless you feel they are right. Going along 
with for no good reason destroys one’s inde- 
pendence, and individuality, which is loath- 
some to a member of the opposite sex. This 
will be distressing to you in later life, and may 
wreck you emotionally, physically, psycho- 
logically, and spiritually. How? You will fall 
deeply in love with a member of the opposite 
sex, and may express this love improperly. 
This is a problem of too, too many people. 
They find their love becomes sexual, self- 
centered, and selfish, although it started as an 
unselfish pure love. Love is like electricity- 
used properly it can give light and warmth to 
our lives forever; used improperly it may ex- 
plode, cause destruction and even death. This 
is a tough and touchy subject. Love is not 
something tangible that one can draw, eat 
smell, touch, hear, or see. It is an abstraction, 
one of the most beautiful abstractions you 
will ever encounter. Like this abstraction of 
love, virtuous banana is a wondrous abstrac- 
tion. It can move mts., find bookstores, go 
95 mph, ski, fly, gurgle, and do all things. 

Love is the main ingredient and aspect of 
virtuous banana; for to love is to live, to hate 
is to die. virtuous banana is very real and very 
much alive. 1 realize that all of you exist, but 
do you live, do you sincerely love, share your 
love, your life? If not, you’re selfish and self- 
centered. Not only this, but you are basically 
a very small and worthless person. You your- 
self acknowledge this by refusing to love, to 
acknowledge the worth of others, by refusing 
to love, to share your knowledge (no matter 
how slight) with them, to share your time, ef- 
fort, and yourself. What an imbecile you are! 
Did you ever stop to think about others? vir- 
tuous banana never fails to share with all per- 
sons its time, life, love, patience, and for this 
reason virtuous banana will live forever, go on 
sharing, and loving humanly. It makes mis- 
takes. Sometimes people get pregnant, or 
drunk, or hooked on “H”. But it LOVES. It 
is sorry when ignorance overruns it, and tries 
to make up for the times it screws things up. 
Up up up, that is the only place to go. So go 

go go going to a gogo, yeah, yeah, yeah. 

Never say no. virtuous banana never says no, 


it always tries; but if you feel virtuous banana 
is just an ideal and does not exist, you’re 

wrong. Just look around you in a few, very 

few places love still prevails. Then again you 
may not like the idea of love. You might not 
want to be loved, or be popular, or have friends. 
You might not like to be treated like you treat 
others. To be laughed at, or ridiculed. This is, 
of course, a lot of fun. Fun is what all people 
seek. This is our goal. Football has its goal 
the goalpost. Many post at the races. Car 
drivers love races, especially if they’re illegal - 
like on a side road where the speed is 25 mph. 
They just barely go over the limit, about 30 
(rpm). But that’s life, and life is love and here 
we are again. A gain is better than a loss. Never 
lose anything, especially the one you love, for 
with this loss of love you will also lose a part of 
yourself, usu. a very large and essential part. 
Always part your hair, it doesn’t matter 
where just so you part it. After all, how do 
you expect to get anywhere if you don’t part 
your hair? 

Of course you can’t expect a part to stay in 
while riding around in a convertible. The best 
convertible is naturally on a red car. As I’ve 
said this must be a natural; no one likes a fake. 
So don’t fake anything out or for that matter, 
don’t fake anything in. Once you’re in a mess 
like that there’s no way out. Go in and out 
the windows Go in and out the windows Go 
in and out the windows, but always leave them 
locked. This will deter burglars, and for the 
more industrious burglars, well, it will give 
them some initiative. You must initiate an 
idea into your group, otherwise it will never 
find its way “in”. And more than ever, it is a 
necessity to be “in.” All teens are. They’re 
perfect. You argue, “they all dress exactly 
alike,” but it’s the “in” way to dress. They 
have a wonderful sense of style. It just so hap- 
pens that they all like the same styles. Surf- 
boards and motorcycles are in style. Few 
teens know which side of the board goes in 
the water first or how to “board” a motor- 
cycle, but these are trivial points. The im- 
portant thing is they have them. That’s all 
that’s required, (besides “TPing” houses, col- 
lecting pennies, hanging out (loitering), smok- 
ing, drinking, taking trips, etc.). If you plan 
to take a trip, take a couch ride. It is an ex- 
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perience you’ll never forget, please limit 4 to a 
coach. This allows for a pleasant journey. 
Fasten your smoking, No seat belts please. 

Smoking gives you gas pains, as you already 
know. Know, no, no., “number, please. This 
is Information.” Sam, hang up, you got the 
wrong darn number! There are many nos. No. 
17, e.g. 17th of March is St. Patrick’s Day. On 
some festive days, songs are sung, also are 
hymns and hers heard, and occasionally a cow 
herd, or a coward. Speaking of cowards, never 
chicken out, especially at the skyland, for if 
you do you will discover it is hard to bridge 
the gap between the sky and the land. Never 
fall from the bridge; you might get wet, and 
something might, perhaps, drop from your 
pocket, and I am “not responsible for lost or 
stolen articles.” Sometimes it’s fun to get 
lost, like when you’re on a picnic in the park; 
everything is wonderful, when as you stand, 
beer in hand, cigarette in mouth, stepping on 
the paper which you just threw on the grass, 
you notice a sign: “This is your park. No 

smoking, No drinking, No loitering, No lit- 
tering, No picnics, No fishing, And Keep off 
the grass. This is your park, Enjoy it!” 

This is it, kid. Here we are in Anycostia, on 
a one-way street (going the wrong way). “Par- 
don me, Custodian of Police, but could you 
tell me where the nearest liquor establishment 
is?” “At the ‘51’.” “51 and what?” “Are 
you of age” “Of course” “I’d like to see some 
identification first” At that point who cares 
if it’s first or second. What matters is: was the 
key lost right there under his left foot or was 
it left there under his right foot? While you’re 
at the State Fair, rather, while the State Fair 
is in you, you will undecidedly notice Sam’s 
garters, which hold up his socks. Guard her 
(garter), she needs your help. She was once: 
a man named Peter, but they called him Peter 
John, Peter Peter Peter Peter Peter Peter Peter 
John. 


If you have the fortune of visiting john: La- 
dies, Please remain seated during entire per- 
formance; Men, Stand up, it may be shorter 
than you think, . . . Think thin, trimline; the 
beer “for the brunch punch bunch.” Gladiolas 
are often in bunches, so are sadiolas, the more 
desirable of the two. 2, 1 , 0, 1 , 2, 3, 3 of the 
finest: Eric, Peter, & (Sam?). Perhaps only 

2 of the finest. 

If you do find est, tell him to come to Quig- 
ley’s and ask for a goat skin. Bill C. will have 
2 delivered COD in a faded green pillowcase 
depicting a schizophrenic named Alpine in 
orange and blue. Take BC & laugh again. 
BC=before comics or before citizens. If you 
aren’t a citizen, i.e. if you’re a foreigner 
please master International Affairs. If this is 
not possible return to State Fair. 

Remember; Play fair, pay fare, I care. To 
find a single louse is very rare, especially if 
you live in the governor’s house . . . They 
care (about the louse in the house). Some 
houses are made of logs, for the more eric- 
met ically-minded: log log 

you live in a bog 
log log 

you look like a hog 
log log 

you smoke like a fog 
log log 

you act like a dog 
log log 

you drink egg nog 
log log log log 
log log 

From logs comes boards. Perhaps you of- 
ten get bored. “All aboard, all aboard.” If 
you can’t get a board get a plank, plink plank 
plinkety plank plank. Hear the pennies drop- 
ping hear them as they fall Every one for the 
poor They will get them all. 

Poor, pretty poor wasn’t it? 

A. J. SNESTKA 
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NANCY BRITTLE 



FRESHMAN ENTRIES 

JAPANNED SEA 

Sea waters dark turning with endless sway. 

Kelptangle swirling russet and leaf-green. 

Covering, darkening places unseen 
Murky depths devouring sun-clouds, day. 

What secrets lay impressed at your keel gray? 

From what glory to truth lay between? 

Where hidden cowards’ coffin baleen, 

Here pained memories tumbling to decay. 

Now silent wisdom, witness, judge, forbear. 

Plunge not into the blackness deep soul-sea, 

For Grendel-thoughts here lie better unsaid. 

Cleanse now the empty heart, the pagan prayer. 

Break now the awkward, weighted chains too free 

For now the inner peace the sea-flight dead. 

ETHEL CHATTERTON 

First Prize — Freshman Entry 


Youth, large, lusty, loving— 
Youth, full of grace, force, 
fascination. 

Do you know that old age may 
come after you, with equal 
grace, force, fascination? 

WALT WHITMAN 
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TIDEWATER VIRGINIA 


The last red leaves are russet, and the golden ones turn 
deep saffron. 

The twisted spider-branches would haunt the afternoon, 
but the sky is a 

Polished Aquamarine Crystal with 

only 

one 

crack 

(where a great sycamore breaks the sameness of the softly 
undulating horizon.) 

The smoke of sweet pine campfires rises 
Straight 

And flattens out, stopped by the cupped hand of some old 

Wood-god, 

dead, and still alive. 

The shag dog 

(etched on black jigsaw root bark and crisp dry leaves) 

is bright threads worked in linen, 

blending with the autumn as old and 

young are sometimes found— 

a soft calm serenity in sleep- 

existence and exuberance, 

making Life. 

CAROLE BRONNER 
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SWAMPSCOTT, MASSACHUSETTS 
- A TRIBUTE^^v^ 



POPULATION 350 

A 

RADIUS 3 SQUARE MILES 


ATLANTIC 


Bell tolling 

careful, measured, hollow sounds 
vibrate into explosion and 
filter into silence, 
steady, accepted doom 
continuous in a crisp and cut 
day of sorrow. 


OCEAN 


I will pack myself away on 
the good ship Memories and 
pretend for a while that 
the old Nostalgia is really 
living within me 
for with no past, present, or 
future it is far easier to 
feign ancestry than to determine 
the time and place of today. 

Yesterdays infinitous and glorified 

provide weak bases for weaker 
characters and 
I, fool, 
search still. 


MASSACHUSETTS 


BAY 


BOSTON 
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There were grandiloquent houses among homes, 

houses peeling into oblivion 

losing, shedding present; 

denying connections and 

decaying into themselves. 

Houses snootily neat in their 
Near-to-Boston-born-and-bred heritage, 
exclusive to a fault, each and 
all caught in the dismay of years. 

Each of wood, each weathered, 

but substantial and endless 

for as forever includes the Puritan ethic, 

it must include its living testimony. 

Past comment, past renovation 
they exist in masquerade, hoping 
that no one will notice the reality 

they say Japanese for Haiku 
And small towns for melodrama 
But you and I know the difference. 


The air here is much different. 

It tantalizes and repulses. 

In reeking wafts of decaying 
sea weeds and washed-ashore 
rejects of the catch, I can feel 
the death of the all-around sea, 

And yet she knows that 
her salt-laden breezes are 
more provoking than incense 
to those who have become her slaves. 


My home was one of the first to go. 
It was decayed before birth, 
destroyed before living. 
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Today I go there and expect 
to perhaps, maybe 
meet myself, happy and 
carefree, sullenly 
defying authority in pulling up 
two prize black tulips 
because I wanted to give 
something to my mother 
and had nothing to give. 

God forgive these little 
transgressions. At least 
allow me these. 

There is so much that is unforgivable. 


The stucco was painted blue, 

But I could still trace the 
pattern of a mouse that I 
chiseled into the wall while 
waiting for them to hide. 

the tree is there one, lone and 

solitary maple. 

We never carved initials into it 
Because we knew it had a spirit. 

And the grass that used to be 
a jungle (at least to me at 
a rousing 3 feet 10 inches) is all there. 
But wait 


Another voice is there, 

Calling the children to supper. 


We used to hit at bats with apples, 
in half-night time before we went 
to bed and watch with glee and 
Astonishment as one apple would 
Actually hit the mark. 

But the apples were rotten anyway. 
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“Tommy, Toooommmy 


And at Christmas 
We would have 

a permanent icicle cascade from 
roof to ground and no one could 
kick it over or even chip it. 

We were in awe of the terrible forces. 
And I can remember being snow-blind 
for one-half hour and 
hearing my dad yell but not being 
able to see his face. 

And I had to change my clothes 
at least twice a day. 


Favored memories 

Linger always in the dissatisfaction 

of the heart . 

I hate to remember. 

If the memories were good 
I am sorry that they are not the present; 
And if they were bad 
I am doubly weighted. 


The chimes I knew it was a bell 

a magical bell pulled by a 
magical man that knew every 
song ever written by heart. 

Until I found out they used a tape recorder. 


Do they remember me? 

Does the librarian shrink at the mention of my name because I used 
to steal books always and never pay fines? 
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And the lady at the ice cream store? Because of me does she dream 
always of five sweaty hot pennies and incongruous requests 
for a lot more than my money afforded? 

And the policeman that used to always let me and my girlfriend 
walk across even if the light were green? 

And the horrid elocution teacher? Does she recall how 1 forgot my 
lines and wrecked the Christmas play or mocked her at recess 
when she was looking? 

How about you, town and you, floors, & you sky? 

Doesn’t anyone even remember? 


I PASSED WITHOUT MARK. 


My beach, my beach usurped. 

Powerful and mine 
Polluted with sea wastes 
and dregs of commerce. 

You’re closed and now no one holds you dear 

except the tiny girl who tugs at her 
father’s pants and asks questions 
familiar but scattered 
before a tragic northeast wind. 

I can hear even strokes 
Of bell-tolling 

conclusive end to unconclusive 
Dream of majesty past. 

Life in stupid fashion, pushes 
me forward and out of the way. 

I, too, am marked forever 

But not as they would have it. 

Once the bells meant Daddy’s 
home in five minutes if the 
train’s not late. 

Once, as they would have it 
upon a time. 
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ART CONTRIBUTION 



ANONYMOUS 
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UNLIKE REMBRANDT 


Who never stood in the quiet hours 
And counted the steeples until they 
Disappeared into the long arms of the clouds; 
Who never fingered the aged beam 
And pictured the once strong men 
Straining to chip and center it; 

Who never remembered the uncut thought 
When it lay warm and magnificent within 
As fearless as the soul of its creator; 

Who never cried for things part lost— 

For since forsaken touchstones 
Which some would hold forever 
Can never, with urgency, attempt again 
To realize the dream within his passions, 

To realize the world within his dreams. 

LINDA BURTON 
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POEMS by CHRISTINE COLE 


SAINT LUCIA 

Each sun-baptized morning my island rises from the sea, 

that marble sea harder than old straw nets 

not as wet as jungle roads. Which path to the banana top? 
Walk softly here. Steps have caused war. Steps and flags. 
Sun passined pink of bougainvillea has lied of serenity. 

Amidst coffee-flavored flesh step you from behind 
a white-brushed palm trunk, mimicking 
my flower memory. (Blues, corals, pilgrims to my heart.) 

I, sleuth, examine a picture of small days spent 

That sea-moment when I caught your eyes 

reading the history of the smile I tossed 

like some narrow-seeing crab scuttling shells left and right. 


I. This fire is for dinner it is breathing. 

(He again comments on the lack of rain. 

He speaks of dinners, of flying fish 

and sole deliberates of wines.) 

This fire emits a last vindictive, mocking breath 

so violent that I see a crash 

like a glance at a particularly passionate sunset 

through a shattered windowpane. 


II. This evening a few minutes ago 

I watched the sun drop like a red hot coin 
into a slot in the sea. 

And as it fell, there occurred a color drama 

in the sky so vivid and sensuous that 

it seared my eyes 

and burnt its image on my window. 

I will take this glass which remembers the moment 
and hang it by my bed and paper. 
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This is darkness. 


Wild geese fly high in silence sounding 
violent exultation. Willows whisper asyllabic 
sorrow, intrinsic to mud-crammed hollows: 
unfelt, unfeeling. 

When the back of the monster slides, lurking 
for sally, biding the occasion, watch the reeds 
unafraid, caressing in return for fondle: 

accept. 

The house was dark too, no more caring. And the 
door opened after widow reeded river. As against 
the black, silent fury crouched, yellow eyed 
white toothed watching in silence. And against 
the black, only black dispersing. Lost now, 
and omnipresent. 

This is darkness. By a stone wall, cricket joy 
clefts a night song. In response a spidrish 
bug forrays; wild geese fled this fastness. 

What obstacle dead leaves, what softness? 

What sorrow cold trees, what kindness? What 
tremor the reeds in blindness? 

Where the wild geese needs must alight, 
more darkness. 

ANONYMOUS 


Come to me, angel, 
let me paint 
on your wings 

Christ-crimson roses on a bed of snow 
Lips kissed to blood cling fierce in your pain 
Fruit of passion 
Wine of sin 

Savour their sweetness 
on the tongue 
Jesus was born 
for God to be hung 

NATALIE WILSON 
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WOOLWORTH’S 


In Downtown Fredericksburg 
1001 CAROLINE STREET 






